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THE COLONEL ° 


Bgwes ROOSEVELTisa 
AND THE TARIFF. 


great campaigner. If 
there are any tricks in 

the trade which he doesn’t know, it is safe to 

say that nobody knows them. Sober-minded 

citizens who seldom go to political meetings, 
’ and who get all their knowledge of politicians 
and candidates from newspaper reports, find 
ponderous fault with the Colonel because he 
deals so extensively in generalities. Such citi- 
zens should remember that the Colonel, as a rule, 
isn’t talking to them. He is talking to the man 
in overalls, with a little picturesque foundry 
smudge on his face, who is perched on a con- 
venient flat-car close to where the Colonel’s 
campaign train has stopped. Generalities go 
with this type of auditor, and they go with a 
whoop. Take the Colonel’s tariff-reform gen- 
erality, for example. Whenever he passes 
through a great manufacturing section, the 
workers of which crowd out to hear him, he 
tells them that he believes in a protective tariff, 
and he is not opposed to fat dividends for the 
employers, whether they be big or little; but 
he favors a tariff, he tells them, which will not 
confine its benefits to the office, but will deposit 
a substantial proportion of them in the pay- 
envelope. Naturally there are cheers for 
Teppy, wavings of the big black hat, and en- 
thusiastic inquiries as to “Who’s all right?” 
The Colonel does n’t teli how the thing would 
work ; how he would frame such a tariff law; 
how by act of Congress it would be possible to 
legislate a certain part of the benefits of pro- 
tection —the tariff graft, some people of brutal 
frankness call it—into the pay-envelopes of 
the workers, but such minor details are quite 
unnecessary. The Colonel makes the state- 
ment in the characteristic RooseveLT manner, 
the crowd howls its approval, and the money 
is as good as in the envelopes already. The 
sober-minded citizens who do not come under 
the influence of the Colonel’s magnetic person- 
ality ask themselves and each other why 
Roosevett, if he feels that way about the 
benefits of the tariff, the heaven-born Repub- 
lican tariff, sacred almost as the Ark of the 
Covenant, did n’t do something to line the pay- 
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envelopes of the protected workers during the 
seven years he occupied the White House? 
The need was quite as urgent then as now, but 
if there was one live wire which RocsEVELT as 
President failed to grapple, whether intention- 
ally or unintentionally, it was the tariff. 
He behaved in its presence like a_ wise 
child who has seen other children go up 
against a fire and have their fingers burned, 
and who sees the advisability of being 
prudent. To be sure, a goodly part of the 
benefits of protection should go into the 
pay-envelopes of the workers, but heavens ! 
What a damning confession for a leading 
Republican to make! Don’t they go, haven't 








YOUR CHOICE. 


TAKE 
THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA WOULD BE A 


CINCH COMPARED WITH THIS 
COMBINATION. 


they gone, there? If not, what becomes of 
the time-honored Republican argument that 
the workingman is the chief beneficiary of the 
protective tariff, and that he should give his 
vote to keep it in force because it was con- 
ceived and framed in his behalf? Colonel 
RoosevELr is preaching good Democratic doc- 
trine when he says by implication that the 
benefits of the Republican tariff are not properly 
distributed, but we are not sure that there 
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would be any genuine Demoeratic practice, 
after the preaching, were the Colonel to be re- 
turned to the White House by what might be 
termed “the pay-envelope vote.” 
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SHEEP, GOATS, g was fortunate or unfortun- 
AND SANCTITY. ate, according to how your 

sympathies run, that a judge 
in a Western State should have decitizenized a 
man for being a Socialist just when the issue 
of the Recall is before the voters of the United 
States. Such arbitrary action could have but 
one result. It was roundly denounced in 
every quarter of the country, and gave rousing 
encouragement to those who, rightly or 
wrongly, would apply the Recall to the judici- 
ary. That it was not made light of as the act 
of a small man, possessed of a little brief 
authority, was very largely the fault of the 
opponents of the Recall. They never admit 
of distinctions in the matter of judges. The 
judiciary must be taken as a sacred whole, 
from the Chief-Justice of the United States 
Supreme Court down almost, we might say, to 
If you attack one, you 


attack all. “The sanctity of the Court” is 
imperiled. There may be good Senators and 
bad Senators; honest Representatives and 


corrupt Representatives; straight. aldermen 
and crooked aldermen, and it is permis- 
sible to say so without threatening the foun- 
dations of the Republic; but with judges 
it is different. ‘To say that there are- honest 
judges and corrupt judges, judges who 
are loyal and brave in their service of the 
people, and judges who are as much a part of 
a crooked political machine as the very Boss 
himself, is to confess oneself an anarchist and 
a demagogue. If the Judiciary must be 
taken as a whole, then for the act of one fool 
judge in a Western State, who denied a man 
the right of free speech and free thinking 
under the American Constitution, the whole 
Judiciary must ‘suffer in the popular estima- 
tion. There are sheep and goats on the 
bench, as well as elsewhere. If not, then 
judges are divine, not human, like the rest of us. 
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MY CONFESSION. 


HAVE a confession to make—a humiliating avowal of my own puerile 


weakness and shameful inadequacy. I have accepted a bribe, and 
parted with my political freedom and moral stamina for a mess of pottage. 














THEIR . NEED. 


S&kEDY APPLICANT.—I can bring tears to 
the eyes of the audience 

‘THEATRICAL MANAGER.— Huh! 
somebody who can bring the audience. 





The Hon. Adrian Smugg, M.C., 


has sent me two cents’ worth 
of lettuce seed, two cents’ 
worth of parsnip seed, and 
two cents’ worth of seeds 
alleged to be those of the 
Phiox Drummondi Grandi- 
flori Splendin, and 1 have 
accepted them and kissed 
the hand that bit me. 

I do not care for lettuce 
enough to hurt; I not only 
hate parsnips, but also hate 
anybody that mentions them 
in my presence; I am not 
certain whether the envelope 

bearing the Latin name con- 
tains flower seeds or disease cul- 
tures. I know, from previous ex- 
perience with the practical jokes 
played by Congressional garden 
seeds, that they either will not 
come up at all or will prove to be 


something entirely antipodal to expectation. And yet, because they were 
sent me by a Congressman, I received them witha thrill of pleasure, and 


























thus sold my freedom; for now, when the Hon. Gent. again comes among 
us I must smilingly endure his affectionate back-slappings and believe him 
when he tells how he could never have endured to stand fighting in the 
forefront of the battle for Lib-er-tay had he not felt that the honest heart 
of the dear Plain Pea-pul was with him. 
that a politician can make just as big a fool of me, and do it as easily, 
as he can of the average man. 


In other words, I own right up 


Tom P. Morgan. 
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THE WOOD :AND THE STICK. 


CLARENCE.— Think of me as the sturdy oak, and you as the clinging 
vine, my sweet. 
EpItTHa.— Yes. 


But be a Jive oak, Clarence dear! 














HOW IS IT? 


Stout Lapy.— When I was a young girl, {’m quite sure the 
street-cars were never crowded like this! 


BEST SELLERS. 


T isn’t possible to mention more than a few of the titles,” says an 

advertisement of a New York department store, “but those we do 

print show plainly that these are desirable Books, the Books 

which created a stir in the Fiction field only a short while ago, when they 
first came off the press.” 

Yes, alas, too short a time ago. These masterpieces, 
which were each strikingly original, red-blooded, meaning- 
Jul, of unparalleled wit and wisdom when they came off 
the press, are now selling at twenty-five cents the copy, 
and not pushing the book-clerks very hard at that. 
’Tis a pathetic story, the CHUTE of modern 
novels. First they are printed at $1.30 net, with 
a beautiful “jacket” drawn by the worst popular | 
artist in America. The reviewers are agreed that | 
this, at last, is what the world of literature has | 
been palpitating for. The conception is big, the | 
execution is masterly. Seven editions were sold 
before the author was born. Tt is selling before 
publication at the rate of 72,000 a day—that is, 
a jobber in Chicago bought fifty copies (reluctantly ) in one minute. While 
the book is selling at $1.30 net, it need not concern us that the jobber will 
have forty-two copies left at the next stock-taking. 

The book is the success of two worlds for two days. Then somebody 
buys the plates and takes a chance on a fifty-cent edition, with a new 
Jacket drawn by the second-worst popular artist in America. The second 
worst. does his work so well that the loss on this edition is only $8o. 
Then the department store buys tre unsold copies, and advertises them ex- 
tensively, on the theory that hardly a soul would leave the store without 
buying a bottle of cologne or a wash-basin, even if the book did not sell. 
The second-hand stores get these fascinating volumes next, and keep them 
until the price of print paper rises to a point where wood-pulp costs more 
than unsold copies of the great American novel. Then the macerator, the 
greatest consumer of contemporary literature, takes them to its bosom. 






Me 


gree have the reputation of coming in disguise largely because 
the average man doesn’t know what’s good for him. 


> sca draws us with a single hair,” and it may peradwenture be dyed hair 
or false pair at that. 
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GIDDAP! 


k. ALFRED G. VANDERBILT has “in- 
augurated” his fifth season of 
coaching between London and 
Brighton. Thus does the cant 
about the “idle rich” receive 
another bump. Here is a very 
rich man engaged in a useful 
trade. Nay, it is worthy to be 
called a profession. It was the 
life work of Tony Weller, father 
of the better-known Samuel Weller 
(spelled with a “we” but pro- 
nounced Veller). It was respect- 
able long before the days of Tony. 
Tony made it honorable; Samuel 
made it illustrious; and Alfred will 
do well to add what little he may 
to its interesting history. 

Most of us have not had the 
pleasure of riding behind Alfred 
and, unhappily, in all probability 
never shall. We shall never know 
at first hand whether as a coachee 
he compares favorably with the 
talented men who were wont to 
come whirling into the Boar's 
Head, the Legs of Man, and other 
hostelries to mem’ry dear. Shrewd, 
perky fellows they were, with an 
air of importance as befitted their 
calling. The coach into the yard, 
devil could take the passengers. 
Into the inn, into the bar, into the 
presence of the red-cheeked barmaid; 
a noggin of rum, a cryptic remark or 
two in the language of barmaids, and 





a knowing leer at the hangers-on—that was 
indeed the life, those WERE indeed the days, 
and fortunate is the Vanderbilt heir to cast 
his fortunes among such men. 

Some cynics will say that if Alfred had been 
content to stay in the country of his money he 
might have been provided, through the unques- 
tionable influence of wealthy connections, with a 





CAUGHT NAPPING. 


Miss Goosry.—Poor fellow! 
FAKER Owl (adsently).—Yes, indeed, lady; ever since sunrise 


Fallen. 


1x weeks ago this girl, this Bridget Ann,- 
Was cook within a cottage, where the heat 
Below the kettle came from smoking peat, 

And no utensils had she save a pan, 

A kettle, knives, and spoons. About her ran 
The pigs and chickens, tripping up her feet, 
Yet, on the whole, she thought it rather neat, 

That somewhat primitive domestic plan. 
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Have you been blind-long ? 





Then she came over, looked around a bit, 
And came to work for us; but now, alas! 

Has given notice that she means to quit 
Because our coal-stove will no longer pass. 

She says, with scorn upon her features writ: 


as : a ms A “Oi will not shtay unless yees put in gas!” 
ae Gorton Carrutb. 
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job as motorman. One must not cavil at this 
calling. It seems humble enough at first sight, 
but there are elements of risk and adventure in 
it to call forth the most virile spirits. 

But it must be admitted that of the two pro- 
fessions named, Alfred has chosen the one of 
largest and noblest traditions. There is not 
much money in it, naturally, since amateur 
coaching is a rich man’s game, yet 
to Alfred mere money-making is a 
negligible issue. Freeman Tilden. 


LIKE POLITICS. 


M** WILLIs. — I would like to 
make a choice of a new hat. 
Mr. WILLIs.—Well, why don’t 

you? I promised you fifty this 

morning. 

Mrs. AVILLIs.—Yes; but see, I 
have only fifty pledged, and two 
hundred and fifty are necessary for 
a choice. 


ARRANGING IT. 


H* RELAtIvEs’ Lawyers.—You 
sent for us, sir? 

Great Financier.—Yes. If 
you will kindly submit to me now 
the fake wills that you intend to 
bring forward after my death I will 
choose the one which I desire to 
supersede my own. 


| haga man is more or less a hypocrite 
except when alone with himself. 





























ON THE FIRE. 


ADVANCED Woman. — Where is that Suffrage @ Za Pankhurst 
that I ordered, waiter? 
Waiter. — It will take some time, madam. It isn’t among 


the ready dishes, you know. 





WINNING HIS SPURS. 


pn” little Montmorency Bird 

Once met rude Mickey Flinn. 
A word was said—a fighting word— 
And then they both sailed in. 








Who started it? 1 must declare 
’T was Montmorency mild; 

But, oh! rude Mickey Flinn, forbear 
To strike that angel child! 


Flinn led at Montmorency dear— 
And got one on the jaw, 

And then one right behind the ear ; 
And, oh! the stars he saw! 


In fact, that darling handed him 
All one small boy could want; 
And now the gang, from Carl to Tim, 
Call Montmorency “ Mont.” 
Walter G. Doty. 
Bad 


NO MYSTERY. 


7" elite were cousiderably mystified when their washer- 
woman whirled by in a splendid limousine, and not a 
little nettled besides. 

“Since we do not, as a matter of social usage, pay our 
laundry bills, how,” they demanded, with asperity, “do you 
command such luxuries?” 

“Why, by saving the soap-wrappers, to be sure!” the 
washerman explained, in the best of temper. 


HIS ACHIEVEMENT. 


“M"“" son, Bazz? Uh-well, sah, dat’s de ‘ligiousest boy I ever 
raised!” boasted old Brother Pango. 


sah; not a blame’ penny!” 





been on the band-wagon.” 








“Yassah, de 'ligiousest, de piopsest, and de smahtest! W’y, 
loogy!—he done went and worked his way plumb th’oo school and - 
into de ministry by boot-leggin’ whisky! Never cost me a cent, 


O F all sad words of tongue or pen 


CONSCIENCE—TEN-CENT STYLE. 


T is truly remarkable how little it costs some folks to clear their 
conscience. Now itis a “troubled citizen of West Virginia” who 
forty years ago used some canceled postage-stamps and de- 

Jrauded the Government out of—well, he is not sure just how much. It 
may have been three canceled stamps that he used; but, to make allow- 
ance for the inroads that Time makes upon memory, he forwards the 
Federal Treasury the sum of ten cents. 

Presumably this upright man of Shepherdstown is now going the 
rounds of his work with a clearer eye, a steadier pulse, and 
a stimulated soul-action because of the restitution made all 
of his own free will, in the teeth of the fact that the 
Post-office might have been gulled right down to the day 
of True Balance. When the honest voters of Shep- 
herdstown gather round the stove in the general store 
there will probably be a note of defiance in this super- 
honest man's voice when he discusses the amount of 
Jraud abroad in this fair land. There may be a Tam- 
many steal; reflections may be cast upon the intentions 
of McCabe of the Department of Agriculture; and a 
whisper may be heard concerning the committee in 
whose hands each parcel-post bill breathes out its little 
life—but never can the finger of suspicion point at this 
prodigy of probity who has forked over his ten cents. 

Alack, there be not many of us who can wipe the slate of sin so 
readily and inexpensively. If ten cents would do the trick, the dimes 
would go out of circulation. Who would not wish to be the man who 
could beat himself on the chest with a fist of truth and say: “Forth 
years ago I used three canceled stamps. Otherwise, I feel quite well, 
thank you!” But the fact is that ever since the day when the census be- 
came aware of us we've been engaged in larceny, grand or petit, as the 
case has been. Have we not freebooted the time and patience of men and 
women ;.taken usury of all who pay interest on profit; and are not our 
very clothes, in great part, filched from the red eyes of children at the 
loom and bench? We mean not to cry baby, and not to go into sackcloth 
about such things ; but he who thinks that ten cents will get even a rain- 
check to the pearly gates is not quite adept at braying. 


|" would prevent many a domestic disagreement if the kitchen fire 
could be kindled by spontaneous combustion. 





THE MODERN RUBE. 


THE PassENGER.— Yes, I’m going out to kid that old rube uncle of 
mine for a couple of days. Do you know him? 

THE SraGe-DrRiver.—Vep. That was him who just whizzed by us in 
his new $5,000 car. Just got back from a three months’ stay in New York 


the saddest are these: “I might have 












HO is Wall Street’s candidate in this elec 
tion?’’ asked the out-of-town client. 
‘‘Can’t tell yet,’’ the customers’ man replied. 

‘* Have to wait till after the election. The one that 

gets in—makes no difference which one— was 

‘Wall Street’s candidate.’ ”’ 


* 


"T#® big man hoisted his suit-case into the rack 

above their heads and dropped down into the seat 
beside him. ‘I saw you downtown this noon,’’ he 
remarked, ‘‘ corner oft Walland Broad. Doing any- 
thing in the Street these days?’’ 

The man who had been staring disconsolately 
out of the window turned his head slowly toward 
the newcomer. ‘‘No, I’m not doing anything in 
the Street these days,’’ he replied, ‘‘at least, not any 
more. I did pretty well with Copper a month or 
soago, and piled up quite a credit with my broker. 
Then, last week, 1 got a red-hot tip on Reading, 
lost my_ balance, played it, and, here I am, cleaned 
out again.’ 

“You don’ t mean you lost your. balance and 
played the tip, * joked the big man. ‘‘ You mean that 
you played the tip and lost your balance.”’ 

The other wasn’t in a mood to take it. ‘Kee 
your humor to yourself, will you?’’ he snap 
‘‘A joke isa joke, but when a man hits you over 
the head with an axe and yells ‘tag,’ it ceases to 
be funny.” 


T#® receiver had iin appointed and the autopsy 
was ges Hag is Pak, gentlemen,” said a 
young man who had been prominentl identified 
with the stock’s collapse from 1% to’a bine %, “I 
think that you ought to put me on the reorganiza- 
tion committee. _ My teason is this: I represent the 
only buying power in this stock there is. That’s 
because I am still short of it. Sometime, when I 
get ready, I’ll have to buy some of the stock. No 
one else has to—or will. I’m the only friend the 
stock has in the world.’’ 
They put him on the committee by unanimous 
vote. 
* 


HE views of the ‘“‘ prominent banker closely 
identified with the property ’’ are a life-saver 
to the Wall Street reporter, but no more so than 


i x ) WY 


i” hn im, 


mn 


) st MM | 


‘Wl “ ; 


at, Vy VL ple! (OL 


i : if af | 
i 8 sh 


Kt i A\ mee 


Aa 


f I 


WHICH? 





the ‘‘consensus of opinion.”” Without the ‘‘con- 
sensus of opinion,’’ indeed, the daily market-page 
would be an impossibility. And the beauty of it 1s, 
it’s so easy to get. You’ve heard of some coming 
“‘deal,’’ we’ll say, but you don’t exactly like to 
print it without confirmation. So you get a 
with the wire and call up one or two good people. 
First you try Smith—he’s fourth-assistant note- 
teller or something over in the National City Bank. 
Smith has never even heard of the companies 
involved in the ‘‘deal,’’ but he wags his head 
wisely in front of the transmitter and gravely de- 
clares that he believes ‘‘there may be something in 
it.’ Williams, who makes up the quotation- -sheet 
for the Wall Street Press just ‘‘knows it’s so.” 
And there’s your “consensus of opinion’’—both 
in banking and in journalistic quarters. 
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Wx you talk about the effect of ‘‘ politics’’ on 

Steel Common or Woolen Common or the 
‘*‘Sugars’’ what do you really mean to imply by 
your remarks? 

The effect of possible tariff revision thereon ? 

Taft never touched the tariff. 

Roosevelt never even mentions the tariff. 

So what difference does it make, after all, who 
drinks the milk from the White House cow? 


¥ 


“\WV/HERE’S Tommy Lawson these days? 


Have n’t heard anything about him fora long 
time.”’ 
‘Oh, he’s busy over in Boston selling Bay State 
Gas short for investment. sg 


Franklin. 


FROM THE KITCHEN TO THE CELLAR. 








Hussanp.—I wish you’d hurry with your house-cleaning. This 
eating in the kitchen is something fierce! 


SAME MAN (in East Side rathskeller).—What a delightfully Bo- 
hemian atmosphere there is about this place! 
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On'T imagine, just because the Broadway theatres are beginning to show “‘ Will Open 
Early in September” sigus across their fronts, that dramatic art is temporarily out 
of a job. Not a bit of it. Up in Harlem, and other sundry parts of the city, the 

season of summer stock —ten, twenty, aud thirty, we used to call it—is successfully 
combatting the warm weather, the high cost of living, and every other drawback of the 
good old summer time. For ten, twenty, and thirty you cau get everything, from “ East 











Ten, Twenty, or Thirty. , 
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Lynne” to ** The Girl From Rector’s,” and maybe a little Shakespere thrown in. And ten 
to one you "ll see the same scenery that did service for ‘The Girl From Rector’s"’ in the 
Shakespere drama. Never mind, don't kick — what do you expect for ten cents — or maybe 
twenty if you're flush? 

Up at the West End, where Corse Payton has started one of his companies, they are 
doing “‘The Wife.’’ Miss Eda Von Luke plays the lead. W. E. Hill. 





WILL OF STRATFORD. 


N April 23, 1864, some citizens of New York dedicated a statue 
Y] at the south end of Central Park, to William Shakespere. Worth 
thinking’ of is this. At this date and distance it seems that on 
April 23, 1864, everything must have been in the hurly of war, that 
a@ citizen was being torn from the arms of his sweetheart on every 
doorstep, and that talking could n't be heard above the shrill of fifes 
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AT FIRST SIGHT. 


Younc Mrs. HoopLax.— Wha’ 
wuz it that made yo’ fall in love wif me, 
honey? Mah hair, er mah eyes, er what? 
Younc Mr. Hoopian, — Youh han’s — dey done look so strong! 


and the beat of drums. And yet, on that day, a statue was reered 
in Central Park to the memory of a man who had, as some think, 
been born three hundred years before in a little English 
town that came mighty near never being heard of. 
Well, Shakespere's birthday came around 
again, this April past, and, lo! in the midst 
of another war's asarms, with mighty 
Theodorus gnashing his molars and the Stout 
Warrior stamping the trembling ‘earth —in 
all this turmoil and trouble somebody went 
softly to the statue of Shakespere in Central 
Park the night before the 23rd and puta 
wreath at the feet of the master. Some 
folks there be who believe and maintain 
that Francis Bacon wrote everything worthy 
ever writ — from the Book of Job down 
to “ Casey at the Bat” and “Curfew Shall 
Not Ring To-night.”. Just within a year 
or two one of these good souls dredged a 
river in England to find the key to the 
cryptograms that, according to his admirers, 
Mr. Bacon must have made for the purpose 
of deceiving somebody—perhaps himself 
But, however this may be, it is worthy of 
note that Will of Stratford, or whoso- + 
ever dreamed Falstaff, and Puck, and — = ———— 
Malvolio, and Sir Andrew, and the other > 
play-people who in 1912 make humans seem artificial and stage-like by 
comparison, is able to come back year after year and look upon an- 
other and another crop of geniuses who died astonishingly young. 
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“Put it thar, Pard! Yer a& 
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UT ON THE OLD TRAIL. 
r, Pard! Yer do us proud!” 













FAVE it to any one of the dozen pages in the 
Senate if you want to find out who is the most 


ance the most efficient, the kindest, ablest, and* 
y 


y far the best Senator to run errands for. He will 

tins: Ries tell you, without a moment’s hesi- 

“Fuvoritegen,” tation, that Senator Chilton of West 
Virginia fills the bill. 

There 's a reason. 

There was a circus in Washington the other day, 
and Senator Chilton walked into the Senate cham- 
ber bright and early that morning, got the dttention 
of the page-boys, and said : 

‘‘We'’re all going to the circus to-night, boys. 
You are going with me.”’ 

And it was only a few days ago that Mr. Chilton 
passed around tickets to the baseball game among 
the pages, and added car-fare and a little money 


for peanuts. 
> 


"THERE'S no use denying it, it would be pretty 
soft for members of the national House of 
Representatives if they had as easy a time of it 
while Congress is -in session as does one Robert C. 
Wickliffe, Representative from the 
Letisiana ,. Sixth Louisiana District, one of their 
number. Mr. Wickliffe has no pri- 
vate secretary ih his office in Washington. He does 
not use any. Hisconstituents hardly ever ask favors 
of him, and consequently he grants few. The other 
day he sauntered into the office of Representative 
McCredie of Washington. 
‘*Look here, Judge,’’ he explained. ‘‘I’ve got 
a letter here from one of my constituents back 
home, and I want to answer it. Will you loan me 
your stenographer for a little while? It’s the first 
letter like this I have had since Congress opened, 
and I want to be particular about how the answer 


~ 
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“TRE general public has a wrong notion about 
the equestrianship of Colonel Roosevelt,” 
said a cavalry officer on duty in the office of the 
Chief of Staff at the War Department. ‘‘ People 
th it don’t really know think —and it 
if duthontie. isonly natural they do—that the third- 
term candidate is an expert horseman. 
Asa matter of fact, he is no such thing. Of course he 
can sit in a saddle fairly well, but he is not what a 
riding-master would ¢all a good rider. Many army 
officers insist Colonel Roosevelt is awkward in the 
saddle, and has no mercy on horses. If I had any 
respect at all for a horse—and I have for every 
animal I ever rode except one—I would n't allow 
Colonel Roosevelt to siton his back. I have seen 
him in his rides around Washington, when he 
occupied the White House, dig his spurs into the 
sides of his mount, and if the horse happened to shy 
or become frightened at some object at the roadside, 
jerk the reins and apply the crop needlessly. 

‘It isn’t generally known that Colonel Roose- 
velt, when he was President, exerted a strict cen- 
sorship over photographs that were taken when he 
was horseback riding. I remember one day a 
camera operator for a prominent Washington pho- 
tographer snapped the Colonel when he approached 
a hurdle near the Old Pierce Mill in Rock Creek 
Park. The horse took the hedge badly and Colonel 
Roosevelt all but lost hisseat. He insisted that the 
proof of the picture be shown him before the plate 
was retouched. Of course, the photographer con- 
sented, and when Colonel Roosevelt saw the un- 
finished picture and the unmistakable evidence of 
his poor horsemayship he ordered that the plate be 
destroyed. His wish was complied with. 

‘* Any one who has seen Colonel Roosevelt astride 
his mount, and has — alongside of him for 
ten miles or so, will tell you that he is far from 
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“THE Senator from Missouri,” called Vice- 

President Sherman a day or two ago when 
Mr. Sanders, the new Republican Senator from 
Tennessee, sought recognition. Mr. Sandersdid not 
correct the Vice-President. Mr. Sher- 
man has made the mistake before. Mr. 
Stone of Missouri— sometimes less 
politely referred to as ‘‘Gumshoe Bill’? —and Mr. 
Sanders resemble each other slightly a good dis- 
tance off. Both are fairly tall, slightly stooped, 
smooth-shaven men, each of whom has a penchant 
for wearing rather loud ‘ weskits.”’ 

Senator Sanders succeeded the late Senator Bob 
oe. and being influential in the Republican 
politics of Tennessee, showed his appreciation to 
the Administration by returning home a few days 
before the recent primaries in that State and lining 
up all the delegates to the National Convention for 
President Taft. 

* 


N=? to the La Follette headquarters in the Evans 

Building there is no moré desolate place in 
Washington than the Harmon headquarters in the 
Ebbitt House. There was atime not many weeks 
ago when stenographers, clerks, and 
campaign boosters gave the elaborate 
suite in the historic down-town hotel 
a business-like appearance. Not sonow. Chairs 
have been moved out, typewriters have been returned 
to the agencies from which they were rented, the 
charkenh teven of helpers has sought employment else- 
where, and the wholesale distribution of campaign 
advertising and press-agent material has ceased. 
Occasionally a visitor calls to talk politics with a 
few of the remaining boosters, but on leaving he 
invariably takes the elevator to the next floor of the 
hotel, where the Clark headquarters are running 


The Gumshoe 
pe. 


Hic Jacet 
a Boomiet. 


is written.” being a good horseman.”’ day -and -night shifts. 
BROMIDES OF BOOKLAND. N” until good advice can be taken in capsules will some of us be 
able to swallow it with any degree of comfort. 


0, I never read serials. Just when you get to the exciting 


part it says “To be continued.” 


It must be grand to be an author. Do you know, 
I’ve always thought / could write if I could only think 


of a plot. 


I wonder how the newspapers fill up their columns 
every day? I should think it would be awfully hard to 


get so much news. 


Kipling does n’t write nearly as well as he used to, do you think so? 

Some of the magazines publish awful trash. 
lots of stories just on account of the author’s name. I’ve written lots of 
little things that I thought much better than those I’ve seen printed. 
But I have n’t any pull. 

Does the author have to 
punctuate every page, too? I 
shoyld think that would be 
awfully hard. 

It must be lots of fun to edit 
a comic paper and read all 
those jokes and skits. Why, it 
can’t be like work at all! 

I think I’d go crazy if I 
could get a book published. 
But I'd never have the patience 
to sit down and write it out. 

Does the editor correct the 
spelling, too? 

I suppose you authors think 
of stories all the time. I don’t 

see where you get your ideas from. 

I’m almost afraid to know you for 
fear you'll put me in a book. 

I saw the funniest thing in the Sub- 
way the otherday. I think I'll give 
it to an author I know. She could 
make an awfully good story out 
Charles Hansou Towne. 





LAYING BACK. 


FRIEND.— Everybody is talking about 
your indignant refusal to allow your 
name to be connected with that fake 
mining scheme. 

THE SENATOR. — Yes. Won't the 
suckers fall for the next one when I 


lend my name to it ! of it. 


I suppose they take 





AM THE STATE!” 


OTHER PAPERS ARE Just FINDING Ir DuT; Puck SusPECTED IT 
Eicut YEARS AGO, WHEN THIS CARTOON First APPEARED. 
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O MATTER what the question was, this Argumentive Bent 
Was sure to take the opposite, jes’ fur an argument; 
He’d argue in a tone o’ voice that nearly scorched his nose, 
An’ was n’t too particular in language that he chose. 
Sometimes he ’d git so ’tarnal mad when cornered purty tight; 
He ’d peel his coat an’ say he’d prove his standin’ by a fight, 
An’ once or twice the cuss got licked, but still stuck to his p’int 
With both eyes all bunged out o’ shape, an’ nose plum out o’ j’int 


He argued that ol’ Jonah never saw the head or tail 

Of anything that swum the sea resemblin’ of a whale; 

An’ Dan’! in the lions’ den was jest a fable told 

To interest the children in them Bible days of old. 

He swore there wa’n’t a cherry-tree on Washington’s big farm, 
An’ seat of little Georgie’s pants was never over-warm 

From spankin’ from his daddy's hand, an’ that there yarn about 
The crossin’ o’ the Delaware was open wide fur doubt. 


He argued that the country would be scooting plum to hell 
Unless we'd git a Democrat to run it fur a spell, 

Or git a man like Roosyvelt to sock the knife into 

The bulgin’ belly of the trusts, an’ he would do it, too. 

He argued with his patient wife until the trod-on worm 
Concluded it was time to make a turn, an’ in the squirm 

She landed on his stubborn head with stick o’ hick’ry wood, 
Elicitin’ the wild applause of all the neighborhood. 


He argued with the doctor ’bout his death-producin’ cough, 
An’ argued with the preacher that had come to see him off ; 
He argued with the weepin’ ones around his dyin’ bed, 
An’ told ’em to shut off their tears till he was good an’ dead. 
An’ since he pulled away from earth I’ve heerd some neighbors say 
That if he ‘s landed in the place that’s fairer than the day, 
Where them as live a righteous life go to their last reward, 
He never misses of a chance to argue with the Lord. 
James Barton Adams 














A RASH RABBI. cover and yell for the police; but when Rabbi Mitchell church and a Samuel Gompers syn- 
Wise says that “there will be more NcNamaras agogue,” he is treading very closely to the 
if the Church does not do its duty,” the worst boundary where the “good people” of his 
charge made is that of undue exaggeration or church will prefer to leave the chariot and 
rhetorical fervor. Yet when this rabbi goes on walk the rest of the way to salvation. 
to say: “We have a Morgan church and a Jacob A John Mitchell church and a Samuel 
Schiff synagogue. I would like to see a John Gompers synagogue are unthinkable things. 
There would n’t be enough 
ee aca stained glass in such an edifice 
. == to fill the gizzard of a chica- 
2 * dee. Those dreary and sopor- 
= ific sermons, mostly concern- 
ing nothing raised to the nth 
degree, and therefore so dear 
to the hearts of desirable citi- 
zens, would be ruthlessly laid 
to rest. But worst of all, such 
churches would become the 
meeting-places of a lot of 
rough, perhaps soiled, com- 
mon persons, of no family 


HEN the Methodist Ministers’ Asso- 
ciation met recently, they asked 
Rabbi Wise of New York to ad- 
dressthem. Either the Methodist 
ministers did n’t know the Rabbi 
very well, or they are a good deal 
broader and more receptive to 

radical views than they have 

been given credit for; because 
when Rabbi Wise begins to talk, the 
audience begins to sit up and look 
unusually intelligent. As Dr. 

Wise himself says: “I rarely 

preach a sermon in my syn- 

agogue but what some one 
resigns.” A minister who has 
such a notable resignation list 
as this Jew is worth hearing 
any day. 

Of course, a good many 
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ideas that, from the mouth of whatever. = Freeman Tilden. 
a layman, and especially from % 
a layman like, say, “Bill” 

A BREAK. 


Haywood, are dangerous and 
revolutionary, lose some of 
their viciousness when they 
come from the mouths of 


F Neca Mary.— When I was 
your age, Willie —— 
WILLIE (whose uncle's yarns 


priests, of whatever creed. } Ld ~— all begin in the same way ).— 
Thus, when the Industrial $ Aroma. ‘~\ Naw, I don’t want to hear any 
Worker says that “there will be more war stories. 

more McNamaras if social and ’ GOING, GOING : 

economic conditions are un- DAUGHTER.—Impossible! I will ever marry Mr. Millions. He has — second thought is unfor 
changed,” the proper thing to do hideous red hair! tunately a very poorsecond— 
is to crawl under a bomb-proof Motrner.— Heavens! What is hair? He has lost nearly all of it! hardly in the running, indeed. 





) Duel man knows of a positiou superior to his own that he could fill much 
better than the incumbent. 








Some of an he 

nds upon the 
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that’s where 
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Take it with you wherever you go 
Drink it wherever you are 





He.—Shall we bunny? SHe.—No; let’s 
just sit down and hug.— Lampoon. 











PaTIENCE.—This paper says that 
the French language is more suitable 
for use when telephoniiig than the 
English has been discovered since 
London and Paris were linked by 
telephone. 

Patrice.—Why, that’s ridiculous! 
I had a Frenchman telephone me one 
day, and I couldn’t understand a 
word he said!-— Yonkers Statesman. 


You’re a nice one!” said the 
street-car conductor to the man from 
the country. ‘If you saw that fellow 
pick that gentleman’s pocket, why 
did n’t you interfere and not let him 
get away?” 

“Wa-al,” said Reuben, “I saw that 
sign up there, ‘ Beware of pickpockets,’ 
and’ l’gosh I didn’t dast to.” 
Housekeeper. 
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BALTIMORE 


Sold at all first- 
Class 





by jo 
Ww. Lananan & SON. 
Baltimore, Md. 


cafes and 
bbers 























“All rights secured” 








A FRIENDLY 5 aindaaein writes: 


request came in the mail this morning to the office of a 
storage warehouse in Boston: ‘Please send me that picture 
of a woman with a large wooden frame. 


“WHat a wonderful age of invention it is!” said Mrs. 
Peterson. “I see they are now making wire cloth, and I 'll 
have some this very week to put in Johnny’s every-day 
trousers.” — Merchant Traveler. 


“The following 








may select. 


TBE ORIGINAL DRAWING of any illustration 

that appears in PUCK is for sale. These draw- 
ings are from three to four times as large as the 
printed reproductions. 


Prices vary from $5.00 up, according to the 


We will gladly quote price on any one which you 
Refer to it by giving page and num- 
ber of PUCK in which it appeared. The price 


includes express charges. 


A fine selection for Holiday, Wedding, or Birthday Gifts. 















character of the subject. 





Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 


How Dr. Sly rose to the occasion when 
sick litile Fritzy 








Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
more delightful and bealthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
2 cts.in stamps. OC. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 








Great Western 


EXTRA DRY 


Champagne 


The only American Cham- 

pagne ever awarded a 

Gold Medal at Foreign 

Expositions: 

Paris Exposition, 1867 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1889 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1900 
France 

Vienna Exposition, 1873 
Austria 

Bruxelles Exposition,1897 
Belgium 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 
Belgium 

—_—_—_ 

Pleasant Valley 


Wine Co. 


Oldest and Largest Champagne 
Producers in America 


Rheims New York 


































GiLes.—Pecken has a bad case of 
matrimonial dyspepsia. 

MiLes.—How’s that? 

GiLes.— His wife does n’t agree with 
him.—Chicago News. 
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43, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street. 
Reason Warknoose: 20 Beekman Street 














Tie aging of a cocktail is as 
n cessary to perfect flavor 
as the aging of wine or whisky. 


The delicious flavor and aroma of 


‘| * 
Club Cocktails 
is due not alone to the precise 
blending of the choicest liquors 
obtainable, but to the fact that 


they are softened to mellowness 
by aging before bottling. 


Manhattan, Martini and other 
standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 


Refuse Substitutes. 
AT ALL DEALERS. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 








Did n’t want to — - 


Every lover of a good cocktail shonid insist that 
Abbott's Bitters be used in making it ; insures your 
getting the wy, best. 


. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


“WANTED: A governess, who is a 
good stenographer, to take down the 
clever sayings of our child.” — Fliegende 
Blitter. 





Brand WATERPROOF 


A waterproof collar 
its linen Cateh By 


Collars aves bother, time and teenies bane bills. 
25c All Poorly Style Book Free. 
The Arlington ane a 
725 Broadway, New York 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


{ New Youn. 








Keep Your Matches Dry 


sickel pitied Stiemeni Match Box 


which we will send, together with 
a copy of this month’s Dational 
portsman, on receipt of 25c. in 
stamps or coin. 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 





78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 









THE CHAMPAGNE 
Or BoTTLED BEER 
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STOP !! 


Ye Hurrying People, Stop! 
Drop Your Glittering Quarters 


DROP! 
And get your 


PICKINGS FROM PUCK 





LATEST CROP 
(No. 84—Just Out) 


Sixty-four pages choke-full of mirth. 


Surely a generous quarter's worth 
Tf you're satisficd short of the blooming earth. 


On all News-stands. 





YACHT CLUB 
French Sardines 


MOST EASILY DIGESTED BITE 
Packed in the best internal lubricant 
PURE FRENCH OLIVE OIL 


Just the right size to broil. 
Nothing finer, if eaten simply as they 
come out of the tin. 


Insist on getting Yacht Club Brand, and 
you will always have the best ob*ainable. 








\_ MEYER & LANGE, New York, Sole Agents 











Mrs. Post.—Haveé you any cooks 
who can make mayonnaise dressing, 
lobster @ /a Newburg, and chicken 
croquettes ? 

AGENCY PROPRIETOR (froudly ).— 
Lots of ’em! 

Mrs. Post (sad/y ).—Bring me one 
of the other kind. I’ve got dyspepsia. 





— Harper's Bazar. 












1 liquors are sold 


A delightful DRINK; an 
excellent TONIC for the 
KIDNEYS and BLADDER. 


Ask for it anywhere 









Laugh and Grow Fat ! 





Take PUCK and Laugh ! 





Little by Little 


We are educating 
the people 


To Subscribe 























Show his tongue. 
— Fliegende Blatter. 


Book-keepers, Stencgraphers and 
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Gite, 


| The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 
As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 








fessionals Need Murine ng Tonic — It Ra 
Restores When * 


Strengthens and 
gives you “That Tired Feeling.” Try 


He.—If you hadn’t been so long 
dressing we should n’t have missed 


this train. 


Sue.—And if you had n’t hurried 
me so we should n’t have so long to 


wait for the next.—/wch. 


PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you. 





Tell Your Newsdealer | moa,tibera! package of sample copies of 


NEXT WEEK. 


@ It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are emong the bea. 
@ It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 
@ It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political hifiory of the times. 


@ It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


@ Strain’ | If your mewsdealer does n't handle 
| 
| 
| 





PUCK, New York 
Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
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THE 
WHISKEY 


ACCEPT NO 
LO oe REM EOR ES a 


ForSaletvery where 





“SEE AMERICA FIRST.” 





Courtes: 


of 
Northern fic R. R. 


Tf You Would Preserve Your Lustro 
Eyes, Use Murine Eye Tonic—A Favorite Toilet 
Luxury. Two Drops—No ting— Feels Good. 


“Sue has the prettiest mouth in all the world.” 
“Oh, I don’t know! I’d put mine up against it any time.”— Gargoyle. 


PURE FOOD 








New York’s Most Popular and Fashionable Resort By-the-Sea. 


Where the temperature seldom varies from 70°. Within 
city limits, half hour by train; one hdur by auto. 
Unsurpassed Surf Bathing New Tennis Courts 
_ Deep Sea Fishing Famous Outdoor Restaurant 
ated Musi Cc ts Boating and Salling 


AMERICA’S LEADING SEASHORE HOTEL 


ORIENTAL HOTEL 


OPENS JUNE 27th EUROPEAN PLAN. 
Mercadante’s Orchestra Morning and Evening. 
Auto Roads Direct to Hotel Entrance. 
Excellent Garage and Parking A dations 
JOSEPH P. GREAVES, Manager 
FLORIDA EAST COAST HOTEL. Co. 
Booking Office, 243 Fifth Ave. Tels. 9230 & 9231 Madison Square ~- 


Cel. 











FAT FOLKS REJOICE 


Over Wondrous New D 
Treatment that Reduces Fat 
One Pound a Day 











| | WAS ONCE EXCEEDINGLY FAT 
My friends were charitable and called it 
Obesity ; others said I was gtout, but it 
was just bulky fat. I was miserable; so 
| are you if too stout. To reduce your 
weight, you must do as I did. I FOUND 
THE CAUSE— THE REST WAS EASY. 
Before I succeeded I tried every advertised 
cure. It was maddening, disgusting. All 
I had to do was to remove the cause, and | 
I guarantee that by my safe, sensible, 
natural treatment, without violent exer- 
cises, starvation diet, belts, sweating. ca- 
thartics or drugs or medicines of any «e- | mn 





scription I reduced my enormous weight 
quickly and without harm, and I guaran- 
tee that you can reduce little or much fat 
with this same treatment. 


GET MY FREE BOOK 
Commence Reducing Now! 


If interested in your own happiness, 
health apd figure, let me tell you how to 
reduce fat “ Nature's Wav,” the true way 
—my way. BETTER GET RID OF FAT 
BEFORE FAT GETS RID OF YOU. It is 
astonishing the thousands of grateful let- 
ters I am receiving. J. E. Boiselle, Box 
422, Great Bend, Kan., lost fifty pounds. 
Ww. Schmitz, Montevideo, Minn., lost 
30 pounds, and Mamie McNelly, Desloge, 
Mo., lost 65 pounds. Mrs. Daisy Smith, Los 
Angeles, lost 164 pounds safely with my 
drugless treatment, and I can refer to thou- 
sands of satisfied trons. My book enti- 
tled: ‘‘Weight Reduction Without Drugs,” 
is sent free and prepaid and tells of my 
successful treatment with which you can 
permanently reduce your weight, secretly, 
and without harm. | offer $5,000 if | fail 
to prove my great drugiess treatment 
anything but safe, quick and harmless 
in fat-reduction. Write today for my free 

k, and all I offer to send Free privately 
in a plain package, all charges prepaid. 
MARJORIE HAMILTON, 
2579A C. B. Bldg. Denver, Colo. 
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PANTOMIME. 


“We had no words.” 





ington Herald. 


ndianapolis. Inc 


“T hear you had words with Casey.” 


“ Thernothing passed between ye?” 
“Nothing but one brick.”— Wash- 





BRIDEGROOM (fwo days after the 
| wedding). — 1 have n’t seen anything 
yet of that five-thousand-dollar check 
from your father. 

Bripe.—Well, you, see, dear, papa 
heard that your father had already | 
given us one, and he knew we shouldn’t | 
care to have duplicate presents. — 
Boston Transcript. £14 __* 














HOTEL ST. DENI 


HOME COMFORTS WITHOUT EXTRAVAGANCE 





This famous hotel has been renovated, redecorated. refurnished. and many modern, up-to-date ap- 
pointments have been installed. and cun be compared favorably with any in the city. The only first- 


Wanamaker's. Five minutes’ walk of Shopping District 
able appointments, courteous service, and homelike surroundings. 


dation in the cay at” 1.00 per Day Up. 


7 minutes from Grand Central Depot. 





NOTED FOR:—Excellence of cuisine, comfort- 


10 minutes to Leading Stores and Theatres. 





- 
j class hotel near all steamship lines. | Within easy access of every point of interest. Half block from 
$ 
e 


ST. DENIS HOTEL CO. 


A PruDENT STATESMAN. 


One time, when Private John Allen, of Mississippi, was in Congress, the sub- 
ject of pensions came up. After several members had been heard, Allen rose. 


“Mr. Speaker,” he drawled, “this matter interests me deeply. 


back as the Spring of 1864 I gave a good deal of consideration to this subject. 
I resolved at that time to do what I could to spare this country the great burden 
In fact, sir, so great was 
my consideration, that on one occasion I retreated across three States, and if 
the Gulf of Mexico had n’t been in the way I should have retreated still further.” 


of pensions that would one day be laid upon her. 


— Saturday Evening Post. 


Also Stanwix Hall Hotel, Albany, N. Y. 
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Polish 
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Broadway and 11th Street 
NEW YORK CITY 
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Make her bright smile 
brighter. Give her this 
continuous enjoyment 
that’s a continuous aid 
_ to teeth—breath—appe- 
tite—digestion. 


Look for the spear! 


It's’ The Courting Confection 





“The goody that’s good 
for her” costs little by 
the package, but less 
by the box of twenty 
packages. Ask your 
dealer. 


The flavor lasts! 


